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T0 night our comic Mus the buſtin wears, 
And gives herſelf no ſmall Romantic airs ; 


Struts in heroics, and in pompous verſe 
Dees the minuteſt incidents rehearſe ; 
In ridicule's ſtrict retroſpett diſplays 
The poetaſters of theſe modern days: 
IWho with big bellowing bombaſt rend our ears, 
Which, ftript of found, quite void of ſenſe appears g 
Or elſe their fiddle-faddle numbers flow, 
Serenely dull, elaborately low : 
Either extreme when vain pretender: take, 
The actor ſuffers for the author's ſake, 
The quite tir'd audience loſe whole hours, yet pay 
To go un- pleas d, and un-improv'd away. 
This being our ſcheme, we hope you will excuſe 
The wild excurſion of the wanton muſe ; 
Who out of frolic wears a mimic maſt, 
And ſets berſelf ſo whimfical a taſk : 
"Tis meant to pleaſe ; but, if it ſhould offend, 
1's very ſhort, and fon will have an end. 
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Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonac. 


Chrononhotonthologos, King of Queerummania, 


Bombardinian, his general, 
Aldiborontiphoſcophornio, ; 
Rigdum-Funnidos, : 2 
Captain of the guard, 

Herald, 

Look, 


Doctor. 


King ofthe Faller,. 
King of the Antipodes. 


Fadladinida, queen of Qu Queerummania, | 
Tatlanthe, her favourite, 7 
Tao ladies of the court, 

Two ladies of pleaſures 

Venus, 

Cupid, 
Guards and attendants, Ke, | @ 
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SCENE, 


An Anti.Chamber in the Palace, 


Euler Rigdum- Funnidos and Aldiborontiphoſcophornio, 

Rig-Fun. Ldiborontipheſcophornio! 

N Where left you Chrononhotonthologes ? 
Aldi. Fatigu'd with the tremendous toils of war, 

Within his tent, on downy couch ſuceumbent, 


Himſelf he unfatigues with gentle ſlumbers: 
HE Lull'd by the chearful trumpets gladſome clangor, . 
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The noiſe of drums, and thunder of artillery, 
He ſleeps ſupine amidſt the din of war: 
And yet 'tis not definitively fleep ; 
Rather a kind of doze, a waking ſlumber, 
That ſheds a ſtupefaRtion o'er his ſenſes ; 
For now he nods and ſnores; anon he (tarts ; 
Then nods and ſnores again: If this be ſleep, 
Tell me, ye Gods! what mortal man's awake! 
What ſays my friend to this ? 

Rig-Fun. 


Say! I ſay he ſleeps Dog-Sleep : 
What a plague wou'd you have me ſay ! 

Aldi. O impious thought! O curs'd inſinuation! 
As if great Chrononhotonthologos 
To animals deteſtable and vile 
Had ought the leaſt fimilitude ! 

Rig. My dear friend! you entirely miſapprehend 
me: I did not call the king dog by craft; I was only 
going to tell you that the ſoldiers have juſt now receiv'd 
their pay, and are all as drunk as ſo many ſwabbers, 

Aldi. Give orders inſtantly that no more money 
Be iflued to the troops: Mean time, my friend, 

Let the baths be fill'd with ſeas of coftce, 
To ſtupify their ſouls into ſobriety. 


Rig. I fancy you had better baniſh the ſuttlers, and | 


blow the Geneva caſks to the devil. 


Aldi. Thou counſell'ſt well, my Rigdum-F unnidos, | 


And reaſon ſeems to farther thy advice : 

But ſoft ! — The king in penſive contemplation 
Seems to.,reſolve on ſome important doubt; 
His ſoul, too copious for his earthly fabric, 
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Chrononhotonthologos. 


Starts forth, ſpontaneous, in ſoliloquy, 
And makes his tongue the midwife of his mind. 


Let us retire, leſt we diſturb his ſolitude. 
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[They retire, 


Enter king, 


King. This god of ſleep is watchful to torment me, 
And reſt is grown a ſtranger to my eyes: 
Sport not with Chrononhotonthologos, 
Thou idle flumb'rer, thou deteſted Somnus : 
For, if thou doſt, by all the waking pow'rs 
I'll tear thine eye- balls from their leaden ſockets, . 


And force thee to out- ſtare eternity. 


LExit in a buf, 


Re-enter Rigdum and Aldiboronti, 


Rig. The king is in a moſt curſed paſhon ! 
Pray who the devil is this Mr. Sommnus he's ſo angry 
withal ? 

Aldi. The ſon of Chace and of Erebus, 

Inceſtuous pair ! brother of Mors relentleſs, 
Whoſe ſpeckled robe, and wings of blackeſt hue, 
Aſtoniſh all mankind with hideous glare ; 
Himſelf with ſable plumes, to men benevolent, 
Brings downy ſlumbers and refreſhing ſleep. 

fig. This gentleman may come of a very good fa- 
mily, for ought I know; but I would not be in his 
place for the world. 

Aldi. But lo! the king his footſteps this way - 

bending, 
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His cogitative faculties immers'd 


In cogibundity of cogitation : Thi 

Let ſilence cloſe our folding- doors of pech, | Arr 

*Till apt attention tell our heart the purport Not 

Of this profound profundity of thought. | 7 
5 A 

Re-enter King, Nebles, and Attendants, &c. She 

Ha 


King. t is reſoly'd 
defy thee, 


Now, Somnus, 


k And from mankind ampute thy curs'd dominion, s Or 
Theſe royal eyes thou never more ſhalt cloſe. S or 
Henceforth let no man fleep, on pain of death, Sh 
Inſtead of fleep, let pompous pageantry Bi 
Keep all mankind eternally awake. 14 


Bid Harleguino decorate the ſtage 

With all magnificence of decoration: 

Giants, and gianteſſes, dwarfs and pigmies, 

Songs, dances, muſic, in its ampleſt order, 

Mimes, pantomimes, and all the magic motion 

Of Scene Deceptiovi/ive and fublime. 

[The flat ſcene dias? 


jap 1 A 


| The king is ſeated, and a grand pantomime entertain- 
b ment is perform'd, in the midſt of which enters a 
i Captain of the guard. 

| Cap. To arms! to arms! great Chrononhotonthologes ! 

4 The Antepodean pow'rs, from realms below, 

Have burſt the ſolid entrails of the earth; | 
Guſhing ſuch cataracts of forces forth, 1 
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This world is too incopious to contain 'em: 
Armies on armies march in form ſtupendous; 
Not like our earthly regions, rank by rank, 
But teer o'er teer, high · pil'd from earth to heav'n; 
A blazing bullet, bigger than the ſun, 
Shot from a huge monſtrous culverin, 
Has laid your royal citadel in aſhes, 
King. Peace, coward! were they wedg'd like golden 
ingots, 
Or pent ſo cloſe, as to admit no vacuum, 
One look from Chrononhotonthologos 
Shall ſcare them into nothing. Kigdum-Fannideor, 
Bid Bombardinian draw his legions forth, 
And meet us in the plains of Queerummania. 
This very now ourſclves ſhall there conjoin him: 
Mean time, bid all the pricſts prepare their temples 
For rites and triumph: let the ſinging fingers, 
With vocal voices, moſt vociferous, 
In ſweet vocifcration, out-yociferize 
Ev'n ſound itſelf, So be it as we have order'd. 
[Exeunt Omnes, 


RAVI RA 28 : 8e 
SCENE, 


A magnificent apartment, | 


Enter Queen, Tatlanthe, and two ladies. 
Queen. |”. wah curtain's drawn, the Morn beging 


to riſe, 


And waking nature rubs her ſleepy eyes: 


10 Chrononhotonthologos, 


The pretty little fleecy bleating flocks 
In Baa's harmonious warble thro? the rocks: 
Night gathers up her ſhades in ſable ſhrouds, 
And whiſp'ring oziers tattle to the clouds, 
What think you, ladies, if an hour we kill, 
At baſſet, ombre, picquet, or quadrille ? b 
Tat. Your majeſty was pleas'd to order tea. | 
Queen. My mind is alter'd ; bring ſome ratiſia. 
[They are ſerv'd round with a dram. © 


Or 


30 


{ have a famous fidler ſent from France ; 3 Yeo 
Bid him come in. What think you of a dance? , 


Enter Fidler. 


Fid. — Thus to your majeſty, ſays the ſuppliant 
Muſe, 
Wou'd you a ſolo or a Tonata chuſe ; 


Or bold concerta, or ſoft Sicilinia, JI 
Alla Franceſe overo in Guſto Romano ? | 
When you command, *tis done as ſoon as ſpoke. 
Queen. A civil fellow! — play us the Black Joak, 
Muſic plays. 
Queen and ladies dance the Black Joak. q 
So much for dancing; now let's reſt a while. 4 
Bring in the tea-things, does the kettle boil ? 4 K 
Tat. — The water bubbles, and the tea- cups ſci , 


Thro' eager hopes to kiſs your royal lip. 
[Tea brought in. 


Come, ladies, will you pleaſe to | ho 


Queen. 


chooſe your tea; 
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Or green imperial, or Peloe bohea? 


1/2 Lady 


was ſeen, 


Never, no, never ſure on earth 


| 3 gracious, ſweet, and affable a queen. 


2d Lady, —— She is an angel. 

1/t Lady. She's a goddeſs rather, 

Tat. She's Angel, Queen, and Goddeſs, altogether, 
Queen. Away! you flatter me. 

1 / Lady. — We don't indeed: 

Your merit does our praiſe by far exceed. 


; Queen. You make me bluſh, pray help me to 
a fan, 

* 1/7 Lady. That bluſh becomes yau 

1 Wou'd I were a man. 


Queen. I'll hear no more of theſe fantaſtic airs, 


[Bell ringt. 
The bell rings in: Come, ladies, let's to pray'rs. 


F 
1 [They dance off. 


SCENE, 
An Anti- Chamber, 


Enier Rigdum- Funnidos and Aldiborontiphoſcophornio; 
1 Rig. GAD, we're in the wrong Box ! Who the 
j E. devil would have thought that Chronon- 
botonthologos ſhquld beat that mortal ſight of 7;podeans? 
Why, there's not a mother's child of them to be ſeen 

*<gad, they footed it away as faſt as their hands cou'd 
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12 Chrononhotonthologos, 
carry *em; but they have left their king behind em. 


We have him ſafe, that's one comfort. But 

Aldi. Wou'd he were ſtill at ampleſt liberty! phe 
For, oh! my deareſt Rigdum-Funnides, To 
J have a riddle to unriddle to thee, Thi 
Shall make thee ſtare thyſelf into a ſtatue. | I'll | 
Our queen's in love with this Antipodean. | 4 


Rig. The devil ſhe is? Well, I ſee miſchief is go- i ſw; 
ing forward. with a vengeance. jt to 
Aldi. But lo! the conqu'ror comes all crown'd with F [ 


conquelt ! ; 
A ſolemn triumph graces his return. 14 
Let's graſp the forelock of this apt occaſion, Fn ac 
To greet the victor, in his flow of glory. - F 
n 

A grand triumph. Sec 

But, 


Enter Crononhotonthologos, Guards and Attendants, K; 
. a 4 £ i F4 
&c. met by Rigdum-Funnidos and Aldiborontiphoſco- 


phornio. | 41 
Aldi. —— All hail to Crononhotonthologar! Jo ſti 
Thrice trebly welcome to your loyal ſubjects. That 

. Myſelf and faithful Rigdum-Funnides, And a 
Loſt in a labyrinth of love and loyalty, Ki 
Intreat you to inſpect our inmoſt ſouls, In con 
And read in them what tongue can never utter. - More, 
Chro. ———— Aldiborontiphoſcophornio, Call fr 

To thee, and gentle Rigdum-Funnides, Galen, 

Our gratulations flow in ſtreams unbounded : Poctor 


Our bounty's debtor to your loyalty, Au! a 


Chrononbotontholagos, 13 
'hich ſhall with int'reſt be repaid eber long. 


1 
em. 
But where's our Queen! where's Fadladinida! 


phe ſhould be foremoſt in this gladſome train, 
To grace our triumph; but I ſee ſhe lights me. 
This haughty Queen ſhall be no longer mine, 
I'll have a ſweet and gentle Concubine, 


| Rip. Now, my dear little Phoſcophorny, for 
go- 1 lye to bring the Queen off, and I'll run with 
it to her this minute, that we may be all in a ſtory. Say 
with A has got the thorough-go-nimble, | 
[Whiſpers, and ſteals off. 
| Aldi. Speak not, great Chrononhotontbologos, 
to accents ſo injuriouſly ſevere 
Of Fadladinida, your faithful Queen: 
By me ſhe ſends an embaſſy of love, 
sweet blandiſhments,. and kind congratulations, 
| But, cannot, oh ! ſhe cannot, come herſclf. 
1 King. Our rage is turn'd to fear: What ails 
oſco- 1 the Queen ? | 
; Aldi. A ſudden diarrhoea's rapid force 
80 ſtimulates the periſtaltic motion, 
That ſhe by far out- does her late out- doing, 
And all conclude her royal life in danger. 
King. Bid the phyſicians of the world aſſemble 
In conſultation, ſolemn and ſedate : 
More, to corroborate their ſage reſolyes, 
Call from their graves the learned men of old : 
Galen, Hippocrates, and Paracelſus ; 
Poctors, apothecaries, ſurgeons, chymilts, - 
8!!! all! attend; and ſee they bring their med'cines, 
| B 


wy. 
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* 


Whole magazines of galli-poted noſtrums, He 
Materializ'd in pharmaceutic order. Co 


The man that cures our Queen, ſhall have our empire. Be 


[Exeunt Omnes, He 


W 
SCENE, "= 
| © Th 

A Garden, 


Enter Tatlanthe and Queen, 


Queen, EIGH ho! my heart ! | 
Tat, — What ails my gracious Queen? g ns 
Queen. O would to Venus I had never ſeen ! 1 


Tat. Seen what, my royal miſtreſs? 3 
Queen. ——— — Too, too much! Th. 
Tat. Did it affright you? 1 
Queen. No, *tis nothing ſuch, In. 
Tat. What was it, Madam ? x Thi 
Queen. Really 1 don't know. In! 
Tat. It muſt be ſometning | | Oh 

| Queen. — No! Ane 
Tat. Or nothing! 1 Wh 
Queen. — No. [ In x 
Tat. Then I conclude of courſe, ſince it was neither, The 


nothing, and ſomething, jumbled well together. But 
Queen. Oh! my Tatlanthe, have you never ſeen! 
Tat, Can I gueſs what, unleſs you tell, my queen! 
Queen. The king I mean, | Lea 
Tat, —Juſt now return'd from war: 


| Chrorionhotonthols gos. 15 


He rides like Mar: in his triumphal car. 
2 Conqueſt precedes, with laurels in his hand; 
dire. Behind him Fame does on her tripos ſtand; 
net. Her golden trump, fhrill thro' the air ſhe ſounds, 
Which rends the earth, and thence to heaven rebounds; 
Trophies and ſpoils innumerable grace 
his triumph, which all triumphs does deface: 
4 | Haſte then, great queen! your hero then to meet, 
Who longs to lay his laurels at your feet. 
1 SPucen,—— Art mad, Tatlanthe ? I meant no ſuch 
N thing. ' 
82 ö Your talk's diſtaſteful. 
| Tat. Didn't you name the king ? 
g Queen. I did, Tatianthe, but it was not thine ; 
The charming king I méan, is only mine. 
Tat. Who elſe, who elſe, but ſuch a charming fairy 
la Chrononhotonthologos ſhould ſhare ? 
The queen of beauty, and the god of arms, 
In him and you united blend their charms. 
Oh! had you ſeen him, how he dealt out death, 
And at one ſtroke robb'd thouſands of their breath: 
While on the flaughter'd heaps himſelf did riſe, 
In pyramids of conqueſt to the ſkies : 
ther, The gods all hail'd, and fain would have him ſtay 
l But your bright charms have call'd him thence away. 
ſcen ! | Queen. This does my utmolt indignation raiſe : 
ucen?, | You are too pertly laviſh in his * N 
Leave me for ever! 


ce 


[ Tatlanthe 4reeling, 
B 2 * 
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Tat. Oh! what ſhall I ſay ? * we 
Do not, great queen, your anger thus diſplay ! For 
O frown me dead! let me not live to hear 1 
My gracious queen and miſtreſs ſo fevere ! ö 


I've made ſome horrible miſtake, no doubt; 
Oh! tell me what it is! 
Queen. No, find it out. 
Tat. No, I will never leave you; here I'll grow 
Till you ſome token of forgiveneſs ſhow : 
Oh! all ye pow'rs above, come down, come down! 
And from her brow diſpell that angry frown. f 
Queen. Tatlanthe, riſe, you have prevail'd at laſt; 
Offend no more, and I'll excuſe what's paſt. | 
[Tatlanthe aide, riſing. Ctr 
Tat. Why, what a fool was I, not to perceive het 
Pafhon for the topſy-turvy king, the gentleman that Sure 
rarries his head where his heels ſhould be? but I mult 
tack about I ſee, 


( 
[To the queen, 3 
fi 


Excuſe me, gracious madam ! if my heart 
Bears ſympathy with yours in ev'ry part ; 
With you alike I ſorrow and rejoice, 
Approve your paſhon, and commend your choice; 
The captive king ——— 
Qucen. That's he! that's he! that's he! 
I'd die ten thouſand deaths to ſet him free: 
Oh! my Tatlanthe! have you ſeen his face, 
His air, his ſhape, his mien, his ev'ry grace, 
In what a charming attitude he ſtands, 
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How prettily he foots it with his hands! 
Well, to his arms, no to his legs I fly, 
For I muſt have him, if 1 live or die. 


LExeunt. 
; SCENE, 
68 A Bed- Chamber. 
Tow Chrononhotonthologos aflcep. 
| [ Rough Muſic, viz. Salt-Boxes and Relling- 
23 1 Pins, Grid-Irons and Tongs » Sow-GCelder 
laſt +1 þ Horns, Marrow-Bones and Cleavers, &c. &c, 
[He wakes, 


Hing. Chro. W HAT heav'nly ſounds are theſe that 


ve her charm my ears! 
n that Sure tis the muſic of the tuneful ſpheres, 


| mult Enter Captain of the Guards. 


Cap. A meſſenger from Gen'ral Bombardinian 
Craves inſtant audience of your majeſty, 
Chro. Give him admittance, 


Enter Herald. 


Her. Long life to Ghrononhotonthologos ! 
Your faithful Gen'ral Bombardinian 

$ends you his tongue, tranſplanted in my mouth, 
To pour his ſoul out in your royal ears, 


fucen. 


Chro. Then uſe thy maſter's tongue with reverente, 
Nor waſte it in thine own loquacity, 

{Put briefly and at large declare thy meſſage. 
| B 3 | 
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Her. Suſpend a-while, great Chrononhotonthologor, © 
The fate of empires, and the toils of war; 
And in my tent let's quaff Phalernian wine, 4 
Till our ſouls mount, and emulate the gods. 5 
Two captive females, beauteous as the morn, a 
Submiſſive to your wiſhes, court your option. | 
Haſte then, great King, to bleſs us with your preſence, - To 
Our ſcouts already watch the wiſh'd approach, a Oh 

Which ſhall be welcom'd by the drums dread rattle, } Ani 
'The cannons thunder, and the trumpets blaſt; 
which in front of mighty Myrmidons, F 
Receive my King in all the pomp of war. | 
' Chro, Tell him I come; my flying ſteed prepare; 
E're thou art half on horſe-back, I'll be there. 


[Exennt, 


. 


S CE N E, 
A Priſon. 


The King of the Antipodes diſcover'd ſleeping on a couchs 
Enter Queen. | 


Queen. F this a place, oh! all ye Gods above! 
This a reception for the man I love? 
See in what fweet tranquillity he ſleeps, 


While nature's ſelf at his confinement weeps. 

Riſe, lovely monarch, ſee your friend appear, 

No Chrononhotonthologos is here: 

Command your freedom, by this ſacred ring; 

Then command me; What fays my cg King? 5 


y 


Chrononhotontho[ogos: 19 
lg, [She puts the ring in his mouth, he bends the 


Sea-Crab, and makes a rearing noiſe, 
Queen. What can this mean! he lays his feet at 


4 mine, 
Is this of love or hate his country's ſign ? 
? Ah! wretched Queen ! how hapleſs is thy lot, 
ence, . To love a man that underſtands thee not! 
© Oh! lovely Venus, goddeſs all divine! 
ttle, f And gentle Cupid, that ſweet ſon of thine, 
” Aſliſt, aſſiſt me, with your ſacred art, 


And teach me to obtain this ſtranger's heart. 


Venus deſcends in her Chariot and ſings. 
| A. I & 
.. ___—_ 


ven. See Venus does attend thee, 
My Dilding, my Dolding. 
Love's goddeſs will befriend thee, 
Lilly bright and Jhinee. | 

ouch, i With pity and-compaſſion, 

| Y Dilding, my Dolding, 
She ſees thy tender paſſion, 
Lilly, &c. Da Capo. 


A I R changes. 
To thee I yield my Pow'r divine, 


Dance over the Lady Lee, 
Demand whate'er thou wilt, *tis thine, 


F M gay lady. 
ding? Take this magic wand in band, 
Dance, Oc. 


bare; 
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All the world's at thy command, 
My gay, &c. Da Capo. 


Cupid deſcends, and ſings. 
1 


T 
Are you a widow, or are you a Wife ? 


. © Gilly flow'r, gentle roſemary. 
Or are you a maiden, ſo fair and fo bright ? 
As the dew that flies over the mulberry-tree. 


Queen. Would I were a widow, as Iam a wiſe, 
Gilly-flow'r, &c, 
But I'm, to my forrow, a maiden as bright, 
As the dew, &c, 
Cupid. You ſhall be a widow before it is night, 
| Gilly flow'r, &c. 
No longer a maiden fo fair and fo bright, 
As the dew, &c. 
Two jolly young husbands your perſon ſhall ſhare, 
Gilly flow'r, &c. 
And twenty fine babies, all lovely and fair, 
As the dew, &c. 


Queen. © thanks, Mr. Cupid! for this your good news, 


Gilly flow'r, &c. 
What woman alive would ſuch favours refuſe ? 
While the dew, &c. 


Venus and Cupid re-aſcend ; the Queen goes off, and 
the King of the Antipodes ſollows, walking on his 
hands, 


[Scene cloſes. 
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Bombardinian's T ent, 


King and Bombardinian at a table, with two ladies, 


Bomb, H Is Honour, royal Sir! ſo royalizes 
The royalty of your moſt royal actions: 


The dumb can only utter forth your praiſe ; 


For we, who ſpeak, want words to tell our meaning, 


Here! fill the goblet with Phalernian wine, 
And, while our monarch drinks, bid the ſhrill trumpet 
Tell all the Gods, that we propine their healths. 
King. Hold, Bombardinian, 1 eſteem it fit, 
With ſo much wine, to eat a little bit. 
Bomb. See that the table inſtantly be ſpread, 
With all that art and nature can produce. 
Traverſe from pole to pole; ſail round the globe, 
Bring every eatable that can be eat; 
The king ſhall eat, tho' all mankind be ſtarv'd. 
Cook, I am afraid his majeſty will be ſtary'd, before 


I can run round the world for a dinner — Beſides, 
where's the money ? 


King. Ha! doſt thou prattle, contumacious ſlave ? 
Guards, ſeize the villain ! broil him, fry him, ſtew him; 
Ourſelves ſhall eat him out of mere revenge. 

Cook, O pray your majeſty, ſpare my life; there's 


ſome nice cold pork in the pantry: I'll haſh it for your 


majeſty in a minute. 
Chro. Be thou firſt haſh'd in hell, audacious ſlave. 
[Kills him, and turns to Bombardinian, 
Haſh'd pork !; ſhall Chrononbotontholagos 
Be fed with ſwine's fleſh, and at ſecond-hand ? 


8 Chrinonhoton thologos. 


Now, by the Gods! thou doſt inſult us, general! M'd 
Bomb. The Gods can witneſs, that I little thought j 0 
Your majeſty to other fleſh than this or, 
Had ought the leaſt propenſity. [Pointing to the ladies. q Fr 
King. Is this a dinner for a hungry monarch ? | X : 
Bomb. Monarchs as great as Chrononhotontholegos, | 
Have made a very hearty meal of worſe, 
| King, Ha! traitor ! doſt thou brave me to my teeth? An 
Take this reward, and learn to mock thy maſter. I' 
f [Strikes him. Ar 
Bamb. A blow! ſhall Bombardinian take a blow? F Hz 
Bluſh ! bluſh, thou ſun ! ſtart back, thou rapid ocean 110 
Hills! vales! ſeas! mountains! all commixing crumble, H 
And into chaos pulverize the world; At 
For Bombardinian has receiv'd'a blow, 1 
And Chrononhotonthologos ſhall die. [ Dranvs. | . 
[The women run off, crying, help! . — a 
King. What means the traitor ? 6% | ©: 
Bomb. Traitor, in thy teeth d 
O 


Thus I defy thee ! 
[They fight he hills the king. 

Ha ! what have I done ? 

Go, call a coach, and let a coach be call'd ; 

And let the man that calls it be the caller 

And, in his calling, let him nothing call, 

But coach! coach! coach! Oh! fora coach, ye Gods! 
Exit raving, 


Returns with a doctor. 
Bomb. How fares your majeſty ? 


Doct. . — My lord, he's dead. 
Bomb, Ha! dead! impoſſible! it cannot be! 


* 
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id not believe it, tho' himſelf ſhould ſwear it. 
60 join his body to his ſoul again, 
Or, by this light, thy ſoul ſhall quit thy body, 
SZ Ded, My lord, he's far beyond the power of phyſic, 
s ſoul has left bis body and this world. | 
Deni. Then go to t' other world and fetch it back. 
[Kills him, 
eth? And if I find thou trifleſt with me there, 
A Ill chace thy ſhade through myriads of orbs, 
him. And drive thee far beyond the verge of nature. 
low ? F Ha ! call'ſt thou, Chrononhotonthologas ? 
cean! I come! your faithful Bombardinian: comes! 
mble, He comes in worlds unknown to make new wars, 
And gain thee empires num'rous as the ſtars. 
; [He kills himſelf. 


Enter Queen, and others, 


Aidi. O horrid ! horrible, and horrideſt horror! 

Our king! our general! our cook! our doctor! 
All dead! ſtone dead! irrevocably dead! 
| o -h 2 [AI groan, a tragedy groan. 
3 @2ueen, My huſband dead! Ye gods! what is't you 

mean, 

To make a widow of a virgin Queen ? 

For, to my great misfortune, he, poor king, 

Has left me ſo; i'n't that a wretched thing ? 
: Tat. Why then, dear madam ! make no farther po- 
WA. | ther, 
Were I your majeſty, I'd try another. 

Queen. I think tis beſt to follow thy advice. 

Tat. 1'll fit you with a huſband in a trice: , 


- 


9 How tf; - 0 
24 Chrinenhofonthologos, © 


Here's Rigdam-Funnider, a proper man; 

any one can pleaſe a Queen, he can. 

Rig. Ay, that I can, and pleaſe your majeſty, 
WY ceremonies apart, let's proceed to buſineſs. - 
Queen. Oh! but the mourning takes up all my cares 
Im at a loſs what kind of weeds to wear. 

. Rig. Neyer talk of mourning, madam, 
One ounce of mirth, is worth a pound of ſorrow, 
Let's bed to-night, and then we'll wed to-morrow: 
I'll wake thee a great man, my little Phoſcophorny, 
[Te Aldi. afide. 

"Aldi. 'YRoen your bounty, I'll be wings or nothing, 
| Draw, miſcreant! draw! | 
| 2 No, Sir, I'll take the law. 
| [Runs behind the Queen. 

en. well, gentlemen; to make the matter eaſy, 
vl have you- both; and that, 1 hope, will pleaſe ye. 
And now, Tatlantbe, thou art all my care: ; 
Were ſhall I find thee ſuch another pair ? 
paity that you, who've ſerv'd ſo long, ſo well, 
Should dic a virgin, and lead apes in hell. 
Choole for yourſelf, dear girl, our empire round, 
"Your portion is twelye hundred thouſand pound. 

Aldi, Here! take theſe dead and bloody corpſe = 
ot way; | | 
o» Make preparation for our wedding - day. 
inſtead of fad ſolemnity, and black, | 
| Our hearts Gall ſwim i in claret, and in ſack, -  -- 
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